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the divan beside her.   Bettington did not
notice it;   he fumbled for a packet.
" They're only my beastly ones/'
" It doesn't matter."

He lit the cigarette for her; it was like
lighting a joss-stick before a delicate idol.
She was pale. The first ash had formed on
her cigarette before the silence was broken.
" I want you to read me that letter/' she
said.

" Are you sure ? "
" Quite sure."

He fetched the letter and sat down on his
stool again, facing her. He wondered what
was going on behind that outward calm;
he wished she wouldn't puff at her cigarette
like that, slightly turning her head and blow-
ing the smoke sideways, refusing to let a mist
come between them. But it didn't matter;
nothing mattered; he had chosen his part.
But his knees were trembling.

" I've read this letter already," he said.
" I ought to tell you. I steamed it open
before I came."

For a moment she seemed not to breathe,
then she puffed her smoke sideways. " Is
there anything awful in it ? " she said in a
small, cold voice.